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Cras amorum copulatrix inter umbras arborum
Implicat casas virentes de flagello myrteo;
Cras canons feriatos ducit in silvis chores;
Cras Dione iura dicit fulta sublimi throno.
Cras amet qui nunquam amavit, quique amavit eras amet.
Loveless hearts shall love to-morrow, hearts that have
loved shall love again.
Spring is young, and spring is singing, spring is life where
death had lain.
Spring is time of true love's knitting, in the spring the
birds are wed,
Under the rain of her lord's blessing the forest waves her
leafy head.
Loveless hearts shall love to-morrow, hearts that have
loved shall love again.
In the shadow of the woodland she that binds all true
hearts' vows,
She shall build them bowers to-morrow of her own green
myrtle boughs;
Yea,  to-morrow  shall  Dione  dance  them down  the
greenwood shaw
And Love's Lady high-enthroned on her lovers lay her law.
Loveless hearts shall love to-morrow, hearts that have
loved shall love once more.
Here in this pagan Song of Songs is already the mediaeval
passion for passion, with the lilt of the mediaeval lyric.
Already the birds are making ready for St Valentine.
Botticelli himself never painted a lovelier Spring, iior
a lovelier Venus; and yet the same wistful sorrow haunts
this spring-song of the old world's autumn as over-
shadows the dreamy faces on his canvases. For Pan is
dying. Behind the desperate passion of these leaping
trochees, wilder than anything in Latin before them
except the Oriental Atys of Catullus* thuds the tramp of
the barbarians along the roads to Rome, where men